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CUPID VALENTINEHIS FIRST VALENTINE
' The Valentine

YOUR HAIR NEEDS
PARISIAN SAGE

Unsightly matted colorless scraggy
hair made Huffy soft abundant and
radiant with life at once. Use Parisian
Siijre. It comes in 50c. bottles.

The first application removes rfar.riruff,

stops itching scalp, cle?nses the hair,
takes away the dryness and brittleness,
increases the beauty of the hair, making
it wavy and lustrous.

Everyone needs Parisian Sage.
CHASfRHODES
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on entering, tossed a smile and a rose
as one would a ball to a kitten.

The girl was so soft and pretty-- he
could not be blamed. But she,

Nancy, would straightway resign be-

fore she made a fool of herself. It
was high time.

It had grown dark in the room, and
she was still lost in planning for the
coming year when the doorbell roused
her. Flushed and startled, not stop-
ping even to smooth her hair, she
went into the hall, where the light
burned low. She opened the door.

She did not realize that it was John
Steele till he asked, with an attempt
at lightness, if he might see Miss
Stanton, Miss Nancy Stanton.

"She welcomes you," she answered,
lightly enough, deciding he had called
to talk business he often asked her
advice, and she knew he had some im-

portant matters under consideration.
She bade him enter, and he followed
hor Into the sitting room, where she
turned on the lights, half blinding her-
self by the sulden glow. She pointed
to the big chair where she had been

WllXVK D. HISBJT

In days of old a valentine
Wat mad of parchment, fold on fold.

And In quaint language : 'I am thine."
Was the soft message that It told.

Twas written in c stately style
And ornamented with a scroll.

And vowed he; beaut could beguile
A monkish soul.

Then later came the flowered things.
Bedecked vlth cuplds and with doves

Which bore upon their spreading wings
The burden of undying loves.

Ah, such Impassioned lyrics, too,
Concealed from undesired gaze I

'Twas the accepted way to woo
In those old days.

Again the fashion changed, and then.
Milady fair must have a fan.

Or fine remembrance sent her when
A valentine she needs must scan

Anonymous yet deftly sent
So thathe knew the source full well.

And chee.-e- or crushed the sentiment
Tho gift must tell.

Once more the fashion changed, and so
The valentine was changed likewise

Into a thing cf sheen and snow
Meant for a lovely lady's eyes.

It told of how the sender felt
When he was pierced by Cupid's dart:

The alentlne whereon twas spelt
Looked like a heart.

Today another style Is here;
The man who fain would woo and win

Assures the lady that she's dear
With quite a grim, sarcastic grin.

He sends a valentine today
Sane lace, sans flowers and sans vtrse

He speeds a missive on its way
Shaped like a purse.

LOVE IS NEVER BLIND

Little God May Do Strange
Things, but His Eyesight Is

of the Best.

Miriam became engaged to
BEFORE Fred she had heard much

and read more about love. "Love"
Is this; "love" Is that; "love" Is the
other thing. "Love" gives all; "love"
demands sacrifices; "love" spells hap-
piness; "love" means misery, and so
on through a long list of possible and
Impossible conditions.

Being a perfectly normal man, Fred
had certain faults.

Some of them were glaring, but Mir-

iam, if she saw them at all, forgave
them becauso she loved him.

A friend said: "Miriam, I don't see
how you can endure Fred. He's so
full of faults. But I suppose love is
blind and you don't notice his short-
comings."

Then It was that Miriam consulted
Aunt Anna.

"Is love blind, auntl-e- , dear?" said
she. "Or does it give one an Insight
Into the real charm and goodness un-

seen by others?"
"That depends, child, upon the kind

of love, and also upon the individ-
ual.

"Surely from the many, 'misfits,' the
many unsuitable matches we see, I
am inclined to say that love is not
only blind, but deaf and dumb as well.

"You remember, my dear, Jim Mer-
lin, an avowed worshiper of beauty,
married Ellen Short, one of the home-
liest girls In the village.

"We see beautiful women marrying
perfect frights coarse, ignorant men
- """ scarcely can pick up a pa- -

, . : : a story of an heiress
eloping with a chauffeur or groom, a
boy marrying a woman old enough to
be his grandmother, or a sweet young
debutante selling herself to the an-

cient millionaire."
"It seems to me the only way we

can acount for these vagaries of senti-
ment is that Cupid has suddenly been
Btruck blind, or a long-distanc- e tele-
scope enables him to see charms and
perfectlono in individuals that are quite
invisible to the rest of the world," re-

plied the younger.
"Miriam, you have often said of your

own friends: 'I cannot tell what on
earth she sees in that man to love;
he's such an impossible person.' No
doubt some of your friends say the
same thing of you and Fred.

"Thus we go on pondering over this
mystery of love love that comes with-
out invitation, and sometimes goes we
know not where.

"I think, dear, the truth of the mat-
ter is that love between a man and
woman is purely a matter of attrac-
tion, and that neither eyesight nor
Judgment plays any part whatever.

"We love or we hate by instinct. It
is not a matter of head, but of the
heart

"A woman may observe in a man
every admirable quality, yet she can-
not love him; yet the man who pos-
sesses many faults which she plainly
sees may win her love without even
trying to.

"Men, you know, are curious ani-
mals. One may pass by a woman who
is endowed with all the virtues, the
accomplishment and the charm of
femininity, yet will marry a crude lit-
tle butterfly of fashion with no claim
either to good looks or wisdom."

AT THE VALENTINE BALL

i

Forgotten quite are all his clubs
Where spades are spades, all right.

He's given Belle a diamond ring ,

And. hearts are trumps tonight

Special Sale !

Floreliu Pattern Sterling
silver-plate-d

Tableware
SATURDAY ONLY!

Tablespoons 10c each

Teaspoons, ,10c each
Forks 10c each
Knives 10c each

Just the thing for

every day wear.

Brown's Bazaar

Hakntims

Valentine
Greetings

Valentine
Booklets

Jl Complete Cine

EST, Hat

Grovcr's Drug Store
"The Rexall Stoke "

Martin's
Calf Food

25 lb: sack 81.00

A substitute foremilk like
Mellcn's focd for babies.

Stock Food
Any Dollar Package, J)0C.

Alma Floor & Feed Go,

LcgaJ Notices.
OKDKK APPOINTING TIMK FOK HKARING

CLAIMS
State of Michigan, The Probate Court for the

County of Gratiot.
At a session of said court, held at the Probate

office in the village of Ithaca in said county, on
the 2nd day of January, 1914.

Present. J. Lee Potts, Judge.
In the matter of the estate of Adiie VanVal-kenbur-

deceased.
The above estace having been admited lo

Probate and nartlett VauValkenburg of Alma
Michigan, appointed executcr thereof.

It is ordered that four months from this date
be allowed for creditors to present their claims
against said estate and that such claims will be
heard by said court on Sarturday, the 2nd day
cf May next at ten o'clock in the forenoon.

It is further ordered thkt public notice there-
of be given by publication of this order for three
i.uccessive weeks previous to said day of hear-
ing, in The Alma Record, a newspiper printed
and circulated in mM anaty.

J. I.ee Potts, Judge of Probae
A true copy.

Relle Tentie Clerk of Probate. 1618

ORDHR APPOINTING TIMK FOR HEARING
CLAIMS.

State of Michigan. The Probate Court for tht
County of Gratiot.

At a session ot snid court, held at the Probate
office in the village of Ithaca In said county, on
the 14th dav of January. 1JM4.

Present, j Lee Potts. Judge.
In the matter of the estate of Mary Allen,

deceased.
The above estate having been admitted to

probate and P. W. Creaser, of Alma. Mich.,
appointed administrator thereof.

It is ordered that four months from this date
be allowed for creditors to present their claims
against said estate and that such claims will be
heard by said court on Thursday, the Hth day of
May, at ten o'clock in the forenoon.

It is further ordered that public notice thereof
be given by publication of tnis order for three
successive weeks previous to said day of hearin
in The Alma Record, a newspaper printed and
circulated in said county.

j. LKF. POTTS, Tudge of Probate
A true copy.
BF.LLK JhNNK. Clerk of Trobate

First insertion Jan. !.")

HAT night Nancy
returned from the
office to find her
brother's home,
which she shared,
full of St. Valen-
tine sentiment. Al-

lan had brought
Maude a bracelet
and theater tickets

his wife liked
such attentions.
Helen, her sister
of eighteen, was
blushing and bliss-
ful over Jack Har

lan's extravagance in violets; even
Baby May had come from the kinder-
garten with her fat hands full of lace-pap-

hearts. And it was the maid's
afternoon off, so Maude asked Nancy
if she would mind washing the din-
ner things. And would she b lonely
if they all went out and left her with
May, already asleep?

Nancy did not mind the dishes or
being alone she saw too many people
downtown to want them at night. She
thought of her unfinished book and a
quiet place by the sitting room fire.
However, as she buttoned Maude's
theater waist up the back,, and later
helped Helen pin her mass of violets
to her white party dress, and saw
them all off, she felt alone the odd
one. She had caught a glimpse of
her rather worn face in the glass over
Maude's shoulder, and missing its fine
strength, saw only the record jot twenty-n-

ine years In It. Wnat had been
ailing her lately?

With her characteristic refusal to
procrastinate, she sat down in the
dusk to think it out. She was not
going to permit herself to grow into
a state of discontent or unhapplness.
Certainly every one was kind to her
at home and In the office.

Suddenly she frowned. Perhaps she
was letting Flossie, the new stenog-
rapher, get on her nerves. The girl,

Ihe feu
5 lerrofrjph er

dimpled, curly-heade- silly, was too
obviously trying to attract her em-

ployer's attention. Nancy reflected
that it was none of her business, but
no woman likes a sister woman to
make a fool of herself and no wo-

man can be a man'n private secretary
for six years without having an inter
est in his welfare. John Steele do- -'

served a better mate than that and
yet Nancy knew that strong men.
past their first youth, were prone to
make Just such a mistake.

She shook herself free of the
thought and returned to herself. The
plain fact was that her business gave
her little time to cultivate her old
friends, mostly married now and en-

gaged in their own affairs. Her broth-
er was wrapped up in his business and
family. She, Nancy, was too much
alone, growing too introspective. She
was losing her individuality and inde-

pendence, and needed to take more
care of herself, mentally and physic-
ally.

Still in her black office dress, with
its white collar and cuffs, she stretch-
ed out a little In the big chair by the
fireplace where the fire was low, and,
not wanting the lights, sat thinking.
She put up her hands in a fashion of
her childhood and rumpled her heavy
brown hair, usually so trim; her
sweet, steady grr.y eyes filled with
tears, which she promptly suppressed.
Self-pity- , she thought, was tho last
straw of humiliation! Why should
she be sorry for herself? If the office
irked her, why not take a rest? Her
grandmother had, with the year past,
left her a little money. She would
resign. Why had she not thought of
it before? Flossie could take her
place, and she would travel and find
broader interests.

Then It came upon her how much
John Steele had been in her mind,
and she fought it out with herself on
the spot. She would not, simply be-

cause she was lonely, let herself fall
in love with tho only attractive man
near her own age whom she saw much
of and her employer, at that. That
was too banal! What would he say
when she resigned? Would he care?
He was not so foolish! No; he had
showed her every courtesy in the of-

fice -- the same courtesy he showed to
all women, but never the little light
attentions he showod even to Flossie,
to whom, that very morning, he had,

My name Is Cupid Valentine,
I pose in wintry weather,

And artists call me Trilby 'cause
I pose "the altogether."

r

When Mary Ellen at her tub
Receives a loving line,

I whisper low In Mary's ear:
"John sent that valentine."

And when I come the poet grips
His pen and tears his hair,

And writes a sugar-coate- d "pome"
Unto his lady fair.

And when I chase the skating girl
In Cupid's usual dress,

The cold compels me to regret
My hapless "Trilbyness."

TIME FOR LOVING THOUGHTS

St. Valentine's Season Should Give
Rise Only to the Holiest of the

Sentiments.

In Oriental countries a garland of
flowers is flung over the garden wall.
Everywhere, all over the earth, the
day, whether called St. Valentine's or
not, is honored with the most beautiful
sentiments the giving of a gift of
love, without the thought of a return,
or even of a recognition of the gift.
Let ub, then, bo worthy of this an
cient meaning of the day, and not de-

grade it by sending silly verses, or
ugly pictures, as valentines. There are
so many graceful and tasteful things
that we might do instead. There Is,
of course, always the pretty, dainty
valentines of paper, but I know cf
nothing so appropriate as a few flow-

ers. Our climate does not let many
of us find wild flowers by St. Valen-
tine's day, but we can all grow a few
hyacinths in a sunny window, or have
a window garden of geraniums and be-

gonias. Little baskets can be woven
of dried grasses, or of crepe paper,
which, when filled with green leaves
and a few blossoms, will be expres-
sive of the real sentiments of St. Val-

entine's day. Exchange.

Pretty Oldtime Custom.
In colonial days, In this country,

the day was not called St. Valen-

tines, but it was observed. People
made dainty little baskets, fllled them
with the earliest of spring flowers,
like the trailing arbutus, and hung
them on door-knob- s or bell-pull-s. In
the old engravings which are found
in the greatest profusion around
Richmond, Va., and Philadelphia, one
can often see the little maid of that
time in a "scoop" bonnet, a flowered
muslin, and demure little black mitts,
slipping up to the old door, with its
knocker and wide "door-beat,- " to
hang the little basket of flowers for
some friend.

eald we would be married before the
year was out. But to make more sure,
I boiled an egg hard, took out the
ylk and fllled the e up wIth Balt

d when j went tQ bed j ate t BheU
and all, without speaking or drinking
after It, and this was also to have ef--

fect wlth the ba? leave8- - We alB0

pwr rolled thGra up In clay an1 put
them Into water, and the first that
rose was to be our valentine. Would
you think It? Mr. Blossom was my
man, and I lay abed and shut my eyes
all the morning till he came to our
house, for I would not have seen an-

other man before him for all the
world."

Children Chanted Songs.
This quaint letter shows how the

Idea of the powers of St. Vanentlne
were appreciated by the maidens of
that time. It was customary In the
olden times for maidens to hang their
shoes outside the window on the eve
of St. Vanentine's day In order that
their love affairs should prosper, al-

though the explanation of this belief
Is not given. Children also went about
chanting songs about Valentine and
collecting coins as their valentines.

The valentine gifts of those days
were sometimes very costly, including
Jewels, rings, brooches, silken 6ashes,
or belts with begemmed buckles, silk
gloves with rich embroidery, and other
expensive presents which a man might
make to his "valentine."

gt. Valentine's day was alluded to
t,y Shakespeare and Chaucer, and one
of the earliest known writers of valen-
tines was Charles, duke of Orleans.
Drayton, a poet of Shakespeare's time,
also wrote charming verses along this
theme.

What cor ectlon the martyred Bishop
'.t!e:'tlr ' to f'- - !t' !:eso c

,
t

death of the good bishop, which oc- -

curred in the third century, was a
most cruel one. He was first beaten
with clubs and then beheaded. Thus
it seems paradoxical that the com-

memoration of him should bo observed
in the gayest of fashions, and always
in conjunction with the pranks of the
little god of love.

Many learned historians have given
considerable time and Investigation to
the origin of the romantic observance
of St. Valentine's day, but the secret
is still a secret the real mystery la

still unsolved

TWO VALENTINES

i.

I sent my love a valentine,
And with It sent a kiss.

It bore the message, "Be thou mine,"
And looked about like this:

it.

My love sent me a valentine,
But oh, the saucy miss!

Instead of saying, "I am thine,"
It looked about like this:

Many Customs of the Day.
The making of paper valentines be-

gan in Germany quite a long time ago,
but In many parts of the world peo-

ple still weave couplets of flowers and'
'

Balkan States have many pretty and
.J t connected win5!'giving of flowers on St. v.

.
y

NOT OBSERVED AS
IN THF 01 n DAYSill i hi.

St. Valentine Is Now Neglected, ;

Compared to wnat was uone
Some Two Centuries Ago.

,

HE sending by mall of em-

bossed tokens of love or
friendship is about all
there is left of the ancient
customs of St. Valentine's
day. The windows and
play counters of our book
stores and bazars are filled

at this season of the year with exam-

ples of art and near-ar- t to an extent
that should please every sort of taste in
regard to valentines. There is a day
or two of fun and merry chatter when
the tokens are received, or of even
more boisterous mirth if tho valen-
tines are "comic;" here and there a
valentine party is given by the young
people, then the celebrating ceases
and is forgotten.

Not so a couple of centuries ago.
Then the festivities were much more
in the character of observ ance and j

ceremonies. The origin of St. Valen
tine's day is credited to different inci-

dents. One writer of ancient social
customs Fays that it originated with
Mine, lioyaie, daughter or Henry iv., i

of France. Tho lady, having built a
splendid palace near Turin, desired to
name it for pome good saint, and final-

ly choso St. Valentine. Thus the ed-

ifice was called "Tho Valentine," and
at the initial entertainment given in
the great drawing rooms, Alme. Itoy-al- e

conceived the idea of caufincr h r

guests to pair off by means c a 1..- -

tery. i

Ladies Drew From Lot.
The names of the men were writ-- :

ten on sIids of naDer and folded. The
ladies then drew from the list, and
whoever each one drew was to be her
"valentine" for the space of one year.
At the various balls which this gay-spirite-

young princess gave during
the fseason it was understood that each
lady should receive a bouquet from
her chosen lover, and that at every
tournament the trappings of a knight's
horse should be furnished by his allot
ted lady, with this provisio that the
lady eventually receive whatever prize
he might win. Mine. Royale, however,'
would not herself enter Into this lot- - j

tery, but reserved the privilege of ;

choosing her "valentine" independent-- !

iy.
Doubtless It Is true that this lady

did originate this costume at her pal-
ace In Turin, but it is also quite as
true that this was not the real origin j

of St. Valentine's day, for it Is alluded
to by English poets before her time. !

Lydgate, a monk, who died in the
year 1440, and who has been described
as "the poet of his monastery," wrote
a poem in praise of Queen Catherine,
consort of Henry 'V., of England, In
which he mentioned the observance of
St. Valentine's day and the custom of
"drawing lots."

Indeed, this custom seems to have
been a very ancient one, and contin-
ued to comparatively modern times.

An equal number of young men and
women would meet together on the
eve St. Valentine's day and hold a lot-

tery, in which the names of both men
and women were drawn; thus each
maid and bachelor would have two
"valentines," who were required to
make mutual gifts. This, of course,
occasioned any amount of mirth and
some funny situations.

Other Superstitions.
One superstition which held good

until quite recent times was that the
first young man or young woman one
chanced to meet on the morning of
Valentine's day would be one's valen-
tine. Other superstitions included
mystic rites, particularly in Scotland,
which enabled maidens to learn who
would be their future husbands. About
the middle of the eighteenth century
one young woman according to the
historian of social customs of that
time wrote as follows:

"Last Friday was Valentine's day,
and I'll tell you what I did tho night j

i

before. I got five bay leaves, pinned .

four of them to the four corners of my
pillow and the fifth to the middle, for,
Jf I dreamt of my sweetheart, Betty

uul f Would. J

sitting, and then began to resuscitate
the fire; but in his mastering way he
put her aside and went at it himself.
Then he turned and faced her, noting
her flush, her lovely disordered hair,
her bright, steady eyes. But she re-

turned his gaze, making herself rise
to the situation, as he questioned her.

"What were you doing in the dark?
Where is your family?"

"It's St. Valentiae's day, and they're
out Junketing. As to what I was do-

ing, Mr. Steele, if you must know, I

was resigning my secretaryship with
you. Just as you rang I was wording
it wondering whether to be business-
like and polite, or to say simply, 'I'm
tired of working for you. I want to
go abroad this, spring, and I Intend to
do it let Flossie have my place!'"

She held up her head and smiled at
him. Why couldn't the man say some-

thing Instead of staring at her?
"You anticipate me," he replied

gravely. "I came to discharge you. I

don't think I can keep you in the
office any longer. In fact, Nancy," he
stammered like a boy, "I can't bear
the sight of you in that office a mo-

ment longer! Oh, can't you see what
a sentimental fool you have made of
me? What aro you going to do with
me? See what I did today wait a
moment!"

He went into the hall while she
6tood half dazed. What was he trying
to say, and bungling it, too, this clear-
headed man of business? Was he
Jesting? He returned with a purple
box, which he handed her.

"See violets! The thought of you
made me buy them and wonder all
day if I dared bring them to you!
And here!" He drew something from
his pocket. "Here is a lace-pape- r

heart surrounded with doves and
roses! WotilJ you mind taking that,
too, as part of my general silliness?
What do you think of me?"

She was very pale now, but waited
in silence.

"I've done even a madder fj.lnif
brought you my heart; all I hav. all

V imfmlm
I: n i11 mmM

i

They Jbood

atony Jima

I am and ever shall be! Could you
manage to work with me instead of
for me? Couldn't you love me a lit-

tle? no, I mean with all your heart,
for you're no halfway woman, Nancy!
Will ou?"

She nodded, hoping she wr.s not go-

ing to ba foolish enough to cry be-

cause she was so happy.
"1 think I could." she murmured.

"I think I should like that even bet-

tor than my present position!"
ile caught her hands in his and

looked at her with delight. The vio-

lets fell unheeded to the floor and the
lace-pape- r heart fluttered and fell Just
out of reach of the fire ready to lick
out a lean tongue for it.

Then John Steele suddenly clasped
her close in his arms as if he never
would let her go. They stood a long
time before the fire, then they sat
down to talk about it so many things
had to be talked over.
(CoDvrlght, by Associated Literary Press.)


